i rage Ay 


Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 
lige and beget a happy race of Kings: 

, ( Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee flourish* 

Enter the Ghost of fjfucene jinne^his wife , 
Richard fTfay wife, that wretched Anne thy wife* 

That neuer flept a quiet houre with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbation?, 

To morrovy in the battell tbinke on me, 

And fall thy edgeleffe fword,difpaire and die.' 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule,fieepe thou a quiet fieepe, 
Dreame of fuccefle,and happy victory, 

T hy aduerfarics wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter theghofi of Buckinghams 
The fir ft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyranny, 
f . O in the battell thinke on Buckingham , 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefTe: 

Dreame on,dreame on,of bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting difpaire, difpairing yeild thybreatlv 
To Rich* I dyed for hope ere Icouldlend thee aid. 
But chearc thy heart, ana be not thou.difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard ftls in height of all his pride . 

K.Richard fiarted out of his dreame. 

K.Rw&.Giueme another horfe,bind vp my wounds; 
Hauc mercy Iefu : foft I did but dreame. 

, O coward confidence, how doft thonafflift me ? 

The lights buqfeblew,it is not dead midnight: 
r Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefli. 

What do I feare my felfe? theres noneelfe by, 

Richard loucsRichard, that isjam I, 

Is there a murtherer here, No, yes, I am. 

Then flie, what from my felfe ? great reafon why, 

Leaft I reuenge. What ? my felfe vpon my felfe: 
Alackelloue my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
Jhat my feffc.hath done vnto my felfe : 


n 


sf Richard the imri. 

l a “ a 7tby fclfe&e well fo”e doe not flatter, 

S’ * ’Science' hath a thoufand: fcu«all tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a feuer all tale. 

And euery tale condemnes me for a villame <• 

Periury, in the higheft degree* - * 

Murder fterne rairder , inthe dyreft degree. 

All feuerall finnes , allvfdein each degree. 

Throng all t o the Boare, crying all^guilty^uilty, 

I {ball difpaire there is no creature lories me, 

And if 1 die , no foule fhall pittie me • 

Sd Wherefore mould they f fincethat I my felfe. 

Find in my felfe, no piety to my felfe. 

thought the routes of all thatlhaue mutdred 

Caute to my Tent.and ^ 

To morrowes vengeance on the head of Rtcnam* 

Emer Ratclip* 

Rat. My Lord." . 

Xw^.Zound&T-wfitr is there ? v 

R*fT My Lord tis I : the early village Cocks, 

TTaue thrice donefalutation to the morne. 

Vnnr friends are vp , and buckle on their armour, 

. I h.«e **»*<« • ***** 

What think'ft thou, will our friends proue all true ? 

Rat. No doubt my Lord* 

Kino. O Ratcliff e f feare * I feare, 

Rat. Nay good my Lord be not airraid 'of fbadowss a 
King.Ry the Apoftle P aul y fhadowes to night 
Haue ftroske more terrour to the foule oA Rtchard, 

Then can the fubftance often thoufand Souldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by fasttovt -Richmond.^ 

Tis not yet neere day comegoe with me * 

Vndcr our Terns, lie play the ewefe-dropper, 

To heare if any meane to fhrinke from me. Exeunt. 
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Enter the Lords to Richmond* 
Lords , Good morrow Eisshmond.^ 
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